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The Rapid faltered and, with a sigh of utter exhaustion,
failed. Everywhere once more was the multitudinous sound
of water, the labial sound of it lapping against the sides of the
boat, lapping against the pram astern, hissing against the
white walls of ice towards which we now drifted quite helpless.
I discovered that the seat of the emotions is neither the
brain nor the heart, but the stomach, I had in that moment
the same heavy sensation in the pit of the stomach as that
produced by rage (a sensation becoming rarer as I grow
older, thank Heaven), or by disappointment (now becoming
a little dulled through usage) or by the dentist's waiting-
room. The sounds produced by massed strings and certain
words strung together in certain combinations call up the
same unaccountable malaise.
Icebergs such as this are often undercut and it is in this
that their danger lies. A boat drifting against the undercut
side may, with the fall of the swell, catch her side beneath the
overhang and, at the succeeding rise, be overturned or
swamped or even dashed to pieces. Further, they are often
in a state of decay, carrying pinnacles and monstrous frag-
ments poised for a fall, ready at a slight shock to crash down,
hundreds of tons in weight, with a roar like artillery and a
rushing cataclysm of foam. But the white citadel on to
which we were drifting had none of these, neither caverns
beneath nor loose masonry above. Yet I felt slightly sick
and gaped helplessly at the white walls that drew slowly
closer to us.
"Get a sounding," said Walker. The boy ran the
sounding line out.
" No bottom, sir.'*
Beyond, down wind, in the direction of our drift there
waited for us the glacier face with all its poised fragments
and toppling pinnacles that fell away every now and then
with a dull and distant boom, The sluggish sound of cadi
explosion came to us across the water long after the catas-
trophe that caused it had passed. We drew so close to the